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The Look in the Fox's Eye 


Author's Notes: 

So this is definitely a whole different ball park to my first fic. l'm really proud of it, but it might not be for 
everyone. Obviously all works are fictional, see disclaimer for details, but if you're faint hearted, you might 
hate this a little. Please feel free to leave your full, honest comments, though! 


| love the phrase ‘dead silence: 


| love the way it sounds. How the 's' slides with almost sensual grace from my lips, preceded with the short, 
explosive cluster of letters that embody a concept we've tried to make sense of since the beginning of time. | 
love what it implies; how true, pure silence is - like death - absolute. Final. No refunds. It's simple, yet 


devastating. 


Smoke snakes from my lips. | open my mouth slightly wider and exhale, watching it form an elusive pattern 

before my eyes, then fade. I've always liked smoking. Not just because I'm addicted to nicotine, but because | 
get a kick out of watching the smoke as it dances from my mouth, my nostrils, the blistered cherry-tip of 
the cigarette. [ts strangely beautiful, but transitory; its there, its pretty, then its gone. | become a 


philosophical goth when | smoke, priding myself on the parallels | draw between floating carcinogen particles and 


this fickle, tiring state of consciousness we call life. 


Life.it's so underwhelming. All those mediocre, daily struggles amounting to mediocre, monthly struggles 
amounting to a full year of doing nothing more than getting by. And come the end of that year, on the last of 
December at midnight, in your drunken, hazy stupor, you promise to yourself that this year, things will be 
different. You'll do something good, make something worthwhile, change something you hate about yourself. And 
then you wake up on the first of January and shoot up the same heroin you did the year before. You'll put on 
the same clothes you wore last week. You'll tell yourself that you'll do it later. It's still on, definitely, for sure, 
you're not giving up or anything like that. You'll kick that smack habit, you'll pass the college semester, youll 
stop beating your fuckin’ wife - whatever bullshit resolution you come up with, it will happen. Eventually. 


What a crock of shit. 


The only thing | really wanted to change about myself was being a junkie. Mainly because Axl kept telling me | 
was going to die, alternating between screaming at me and hitting me and calling me every name under God's 
blue sky, to crying and pleading and telling me he needed me, that | was his only family. And | tried to change, | 
really did. 


But you know what they say - if at first you don't succeed, give the fuck up and OD. Which | did. | didn't die, 
though, Axl made sure of that. He was the one who pulled the needle out of my arm, called the ambulance, 
shoved his fingers down my throat to get rid of the puke blocking my airways. He was the one who held my 
hand in the emergency room and told me | wasn't going to die, that he wouldn't let me. | left the hospital and 
the first thing | did was go straight to my stash in our bathroom and shoot up, not even bothering to hide it 
from Ax. I'll never forget the look on his face as he watched me get myself straight. I'll never forget the way 
his eyes moved between my arm and my eyes, and even as the high started to render me even more 


indifferent, | could see him giving up on me. 

After that, something broke between us. 

It used to be so easy. | still remember the conversations we used to have, those warm, breezy summer 
nights out in the field by the train tracks, sitting cross-legged, sharing a joint. Of course, he hadn't been Axl 
then. He was Billy. 

"Know what animal I'd like to be?" | asked him once. 

He had smiled at me. "A tiger?" He guessed. "A wolf?" 

"A jellyfish." 

He stared at me, then dissolved into laughter. "C'mon, Jeff. A fucking jellyfish." 


"Well, why the fuck not?" 


"You've lost it, man. You've smoked too much green" 
He leaned back, regarding me through green eyes that were unusually heavy-lidded and lazy. 


"Jellyfish have it made, man," | explained. "They literally do jack shit all day except float about and wait for 
their food to find its way into their tentacles. And if anyone gets too close to them, well." 


| paused. 


"They zap the motherfucker dead" | drew in a breath through my teeth, my tongue against the roof of my 
mouth, and Billy's eyes widened at the angry, hissy sizzle that escaped my lips. We were both silent for a 


moment 

"How the hell do they have sex, then?" Billy wondered. | blinked at him 
"Shit! 

"How do they fuck?" He sat up. "Do they even fuck?" 

"|| don't know, man" We stared at each other, then burst out laughing, 


I'm not laughing now, though. That night is not a fond memory. It does not make me feel fuzzy and warm 
inside. Instead, | feel.well, nothing. Nothing really makes me smile anymore. Billy used to make me smile, all the 


time. Axl made me smile, too. But Axl also made me hate him. Axl made me do a lot of things | regret. 


| didn't want to do it. Never making music with him again, never jamming in a crappy basement somewhere 
writing lyrics and creating melodies; never sharing a stage with him, never never never. So many nevers. 


Another absolute concept. Like death and silence. 


l'm sure people will wonder why | did it. Izzy Stradlin, rhythm guitarist of the biggest band on the planet, up to 
his ears in pussy, money, and more drugs and booze than Tony fuckin’ Montana. So why? Why throw it all 
away? 


My answer's simple. 
Him. 


After he saved my life, | was dead to him. The irony is bittersweet, isn’t it? And being ignored by Axl like 
that.it hurt. It hurt more than if he had simply kicked me out of the band then and there, screamed that | 
sickened him and that he never wanted to see me again. That would have destroyed me, sure. But there's a 
strange sense of liberation in being completely beaten down, a sort of terrible, lonely dignity in having nothing 


left, in being free to rebuild your life anew. It's better than the hand | was dealt, anyway. 


Think of it like this: getting pierced with a hundred needles once, abruptly, at the same time..yes, it's painful. 
Agorising, even. But it'll be over in a matter of seconds. The pain stays for a few days, maybe a week, then it 
fades, and everything's dandy again. On the other hand, imagine getting stabbed by a single needle every day, 
multiple times, never knowing quite when it will happen or where itll puncture your flesh this time, for ten 
years. That shit messes with your mind. It ruins you. It gets so that the only thing you think about is that 
needle. You become obsessed with it. Nothing else can scare you or hurt you anywhere near as much as that 
fucking needle, and you're almost relieved when you feel it stab into your body, because in a way, the 


anticipation is worse than the physical pain. 

Axl was my needle. 

He would pass me in the corridor, not acknowledging me at all, as if | wasn't there. 

Stab. 

He made faces and mocked when he sang “Patience,” knowing how much that song meant to me. 


Stab. 


He would grind up against Slash onstage, skinny arms wrapped around the guitarists smooth torso. He would 
dance past me and lean against Duff, his hand on the taller man's shoulder. He would sashay to the back of the 
stage and grin at Matt through the drumset, and laugh, and Matt would laugh back, and | hated them, hated 
them with an intensity that made me cut my fingers on my guitar and play vehemently through the pain, 


finding a grim solace as my torn flesh imbued the music with a gritty undertone of masochistic rage. 


| always wondered why he never did that to me, on the stage. | never asked him, though. | still have my pride. | 
may not have my health, my job or my sanity, but | do still have pride. A pride which made me hate myself 
for being upset. 


Quit being a fucking pansy, Stradlin. Strap on a pair and move on. 


So | did. For years. But eventually, | reached a breaking point. 'm not sure what triggered it, but one morning | 
woke up and instead of craving my morning shot of dope, | craved Billy. | craved him with a crazed desperation 
that consumed my every sense. | was maddened, prowling my hotel room like a caged tiger, my eyes shooting 


around the room, hands scratching at my face, chewing my lips until they bled. 
| Need. Billy. 


So | went to his room and knocked, but he wasn't there. | looked in the bar, | looked in the toilet, | looked every 
fucking where. | was on the verge of breaking. | could feel it, the slow, dizzying sensation of mind-spirit 
disconnect. | can't explain why | felt like that all of a sudden, and | can't tell you what | would have done with 


Billy if | found him, but who can map out nonsensical intricacies of the human mind? Not me, that's for sure. 


l'm just a fuckin’ ex-guitar-player. 

As it was, | found Axl. Not Billy. He didn't want to come out with me to the desert, but | made him. | was sick 
of this cocksure, slinky bastard that called itself Axl, that walked around in police caps and sunglasses, smirking 
and laughing and glaring and slouching and pretending | didn't exist. | wanted my Billy back. 

That's what | told him, when he asked me why. 

‘| want my Billy back" 

He stared at me. 

"Can | get him back? Do you think he can come back?" 

‘Izzy. am Billy, for Chrissakes! We're the same person!" 

| examined him. His hair was dishevelled, and he was breathing heavily, leaning forward, his eyes meeting mine 
directly with no qualms for the first time in years. An honest stare. Billy's stare. | could see other things in 
his eyes, things like uncertainty, fear, helplessness..all emotions that were an integral part of the boy | knew, a 
part of him that Axl came and buried under a sneering mask of cruel aggression. 

"Billy," | breathed, walking towards him. "I've missed you." 

He leaned back in his seat, his feet planted rigidly against the ground, trying to push himself back, away from 
me. His head tilted back, and he swallowed. | watched, fascinated, as his Adam's apple bobbed against the pale 
translucence of his throat. I'd forgotten how beautiful his skin looked in the moonlight. | reached out and 
touched him, my fingers exploring his elegant neck. He closed his eyes. 

"Izzy." 

"Yes, Billy." 

‘Izzy, please." 

| removed my hand from him, and he exhaled. 


"Are you afraid?" | asked gently. "Don't be, Billy. You don't have to be afraid. Itll be OK” 


He blinked up at me, and | couldn't see the trust | longed for in his eyes. "I promise, everything will be fine. It'll 
be just like it was before, between us. Before the drugs, before the band, before all the other fuck-ups." 


His eyes flickered away from me, then flickered back. 


"Do you care about me?" He asked, his voice shaking. 
"Of course," | said, meaning it. 
"Then please." He swallowed. "Please, for the love of God, Izzy, please put the shovel down" 


| glance down at the instrument in my hands. My fingers were wrapped around the hard wooden body, and the 
slightly rusted metal head pointed upwards at a lazy, slanted angle. 


"What, this old thing?" | smiled at him. "lm not gonna hurt you with it, Billy. Its Axl who needs to be worried” 


He had lost it then, rocking and bucking wildly in the chair against his straps, clenching and unclenching his 
fists, kicking out. He threw his head back and bellowed, called me unspeakable things, his eyes sizzling with 
hatred and disgust, fury and terror. 


My eyes scan the lonely plains on the horizon, thinking they look exactly the same now as they did that night, 
as they swallowed Axl's screams and stored them away, cushioning us from the outside world. | remember 
waiting for him to calm down, waiting for Billy to regain control over the wild animal Axl was. | had even spoke 


a few words of encouragement. 
"Come on, Billy, fight him. You can lick this bastard any day. You can do this, I'll help you." 


"Fuck you, you fucking psycho! You go rot in fucking hell, you twisted son of a fucking cunt! You bastard 


motherfucker! Fuck youl” 
He was screaming at me in that demonic Axl-voice of his, the hellish, enraged banshee-screech that propelled 
us into success. This time, though, he wasn't singing. He looked possessed, practically frothing at the mouth, his 


face twisted into a grimace, nostrils flaring, the air around him crackling fiercely, and for a moment, | was 


afraid I'd lose Billy forever to this..this thing. 

"Stop" My voice was way too low. | couldn't even hear it myself, never mind Billy hearing me over this racket. 
"GODDAMMIT, SHUT THE FUCK UPI" | lurched towards him, shovel raised above my head. He stopped screaming 
and he froze, turning his face away from me, his eyes squeezed shut, holding his breath. | paused, breathing 
heavily, still clutching the shovel, and | licked my lips. 


"Billy." My voice was soft. 


| couldn't see his face; his head was turned away, his hair obscuring his features. His shoulders shook, and | 


heard a sniff. 


"Billy, look at me." 


He shook his head. 
"Billy. Please" 


He stayed facing away a moment longer, and then his head moved, but didn't quite face me yet. He was staring 
over his shoulder, at the view behind him, the way the desert stretched on forever, a perfect line separating 
land and sky in the distant horizon. His head tilted up slightly, taking in the blue-black awning of the night, the 


way the stars shone like millions of litle candles. | heard him draw in a shuddering sigh. 


"Beautiful, isn't it?" | said, a smile in my voice. All this time | wasted trying to get him to appreciate this place, 
and all it took was kidnap and the threat of sudden death to make him finally see the wonders of this place as 
| did. | chuckled, and he flinched. But he turned his face slowly towards me, and | was taken aback to see tears 
glistening on his cheeks, dripping down his jaw. More tears, pooling in his effervescent emerald eyes, which 
stared up at me with no fight left. Just fear. Fear, and something else | couldn't really place. Sadness? 
Resignation? Regret? Something along those lines. It reminded me of something | saw, a long time ago in Indiana, 


but | can't quite pinpoint it. 
Ah, well. 

"Jeff" His voice jolted me. 
Jeff? 

"Yes?" | managed. 


"Jeff. Please." He was sobbing, silent tears streaming down his cheeks. "Please, man. Jeff. Please, Jeff - God, 
please, please, don't do this." 


That was when | became truly excited. It was working. My Billy was coming back. He had called me by my old 
name. He just needed a bit of help, just a little bit - he was doing fantastically on his own, he was fighting so 
hard. But he needed my help. And | would give it to him. 


"l'm coming, Billy,” | whispered. "Hang in there, lim coming." 
"Jeff ‘m 


| swung the shovel. 


That was two days ago. Billy still hasn't returned, and | can't understand why. A nagging, ugly voice in the back 
of my mind tells me that he's gone, that he's never coming back, that he's with Axl. That | couldn't help Billy 
get rid of him. The thought makes me shudder. 


"Billy?" | turn to him now. He doesn't reply. Doesn't even look at me. | lean forward and | can see his eyes. 


They're still green, but they're dull, empty. Billy's eyes were never dull. 
Neither were Axl's. 
| squash that ugly thought and lean back into my seat. | light another cigarette. 


"Want one?" | offer the still silhouette in the chair next to me. He doesn't respond, but a sudden gust of wind 
makes his hair dance a little. His hair's still that lovely shade of coppery auburn, like burnt leaves on a sunny 
autumn day. It was even glistening, yesterday, stained with another, darker shade of red. It's not glistening 
anymore, but the maroon dye is still tangling a few strands together in a dried, crusty embrace. | make a 
metal note to give it a wash - dirty hair was always my thing, never Billy's. His hair was always beautiful. | 


would make sure it stayed that way. 


Fine, suit yourself. No cigarette." Shrugging, | lean back and smoke by myself, watching him thoughtfully. | think 
| can finally remember, when he faced me after ingesting nature's beauty one more time, what that look in his 


eyes reminded me of. 


An injured fox, stranded on a dirt road, staring with desolate acceptance at a dump truck rumbling towards it, 


with the resolute completeness of silence and the inexorable finality of death. 


